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country of the river valley she was well known and
well loved. A farmer from whom she had often bought
manure; the teacher at her village school; a bank-
rupt's daughter whom she had placed comfortably as
a governess; little furtive children, shy, awe-struck,
dirty-nosed: they saw her pass, received her sad,
gracious little nod and smile, went their several ways.

We, too, see her pass. The carriage turns in at the
gates. Standing there, we watch it bowl up the drive,
coming to a halt at length in front of the house. The
man jumps down, opens the carriage door, and she
descends.

A little faded, but still elegant, still desirable, she
pauses for a moment before the portico, to give some
instructions about the horses. The gold sunshine
mellows the weathered brick of the walls; pigeons
strut across the gravel; the carriage moves away,
round the corner to the vaned and lichened stables.

She turns and goes in under the portico, through
the dark hall, past the bust of Antinous on its pedestal.
, . v Time closes his shadows over her.